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| Straight her Eyes my Fate declare; 
When ſhe ſmiles I fear diſſembling, 25 
When ſhe trowns I then deſpair: 
Jealous of ſome rival Lover, 
lt a wandering Look ſhe give. 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Happy is he whoſe Inclination, 
Marms but with a gentle Heart, 
Never flies up to à Paſſion, 
Love's a Torment, if ſo great: 

But when once the Storm's blown over, 
Then the Ocean quiet grows, 

But a conſtant faithful Lover, 
Seldom meets with true Repoſe. 


Why- ſhould 1 conceal my Paſſion, 
Or the Torments I endure?” 
l will diſclofe. my Inclination, 
Awful Diſtance yields no Cure: 
Sure it is not in her Nature, 
"To be cruel to her Slave, 
She is too divine a Creature. 
Io deftroy what ſhe can fave. Whilſt 
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Whilſt I unlamented languith. 
In the Chains of Love confin'd, 
Words cannot expreſs the Anguiſh, 

Of a wounded Heart and Mind: 


Pity, Pity the Condition 


Of z wounded captive Slave, 


hoe is the: beſt Phyſician, 


Who can cure the Wound ſhe gave, 


Jealous Fears are til] preſenting, 


Io the tairhfu, black Deſpair, 
Caufing Sizhs and {x4 Lamenting, 
| Pleaſant Slumbers come not there: 
Raptures of confuſęed Order, 

Glory, Ruin, Pleafare, Spleen, 


Beauty, Triumph, Wilfül Murder, 


Theſe fad Aſpects have I ſeen. 


Farewel Pleaſures, Peace and Quiet, 
Rivals Cauſes care and Strite, 


Wi ſhes are but ſlender Diet 


For preſerving human Life: 

Fed with Love that gentle Fire, 
Which is kinpled in my Breath, 

If you grant not my Deſire, 
Then I have but little Reſt. 


Can my Cloe be fo cruel 
As to grieve me with her Frowns, 
Grant me Love for Love, ſweet ſewel 
Pity here my bleeding Wounds : 
Which are far beyond expreffing, 
And may yet more grievous grow, 
If thou takes from me thy Bleſſing, 
Wich it take my Life alſo. 
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Oh! On all is Trauſt itory, _ e 
Bat what Cloe the can give, * 8 
In her pleaſant Charmes glorx. | 
_ Would ſhe licence me to live; © | 
_ Bur I fear ſhe has ſurrender'd,' 
To another in my Room 1 FO 
What is paſt cannot be mended. 
Write this Motto on my Tomb. 2 
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_ Here lies inter d a Rowe, 4 
Lom beneath this Marble Stone, 
Who with Paſſion did expire, 
For the Sake of Love alone: 
Let bis Ruin be a Warning, 1 
To the Race of Woman kind. 
| Ladies lay a fide your r Scorning, 85 
if true nh for Ly By You . 
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H Y are all thoſe Exclamatiors 
Caſt upon the charming Fair, 
2 Bleſled be the the Gift of Patience, 
Which enables me to bears . - 
Bitter Saying, ſharp and nimble, 
Which in Number are but — | 
Firſt you thought I did difſemble, og 
When L caft a Smile on you.. 


If you are a faithful Lover, 3 

And would fain iny Favours find, - 
Wherefore did you not diſcover,  * 

Vuto me your Heart and Mind: "Theres 
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20 | Thereby help to choke the Fuel 


Which did inward Sorrows book 3: 


I was neither coy nor cruel, 


Spare to ſpeak. and not ro ſpeed. - 


Labour to command your: Reaſon, 


That you may have quiet 9 Y 
All Things have their Time and Seals, 
Have a Care of vaſt Extreams : £ 


J Ne'er admire out of Meaſures 


Take my Council, Sir, ſaid ſhe, 


Love or leave me, uſe your Pleaſure, 1085 


It is all a Caſe to me. 


Here you talk of fris hrful Slambers, 
Sorrows mig d with fond Delight, 

Theſe are Viſions which encumber 
Lovers in the ſilent Night. 

Yielding many ſlender Glanees, . 
Of the Joys they would poſſeſs, 


Bur there's many fatal Chances, 
r, 
Chear up both thy Heart and Spirit, 


Which may blaſt their «fer 


Cloe, ſhe wou'd have thee live; 


For thy ſweet Behaviour merits 


Ten times morethan [ can give. 


Take Poſfeſſion of my Bower, 


Where no Man ſhall thee annoy, 


All that is within my Power, 


Thou art welcome to enjoy. 


Well. go longer live at Varlance, 
Coms my well beloved Swain, 


Thou ſhalt find by true E xperience, | 


That thou halt not with'd in Fall: * 
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Love hath made a deep Impreſſion, 
On this yielding Heart of minne; 
Come and take a full Poſſeſſion, : 
All that e er I have 1s thine. 
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Honour, Riches, Youth, and Beauty, 
| On my Deareſt 1'Il beſtow, 
| Being bound in Ties of Doty, 
Love has ſaid it muſt be 10 - 
There is none alive can hinder 

Thee of thy beloved Prize, 

Take me, take me, I ſurrender _ 8 

Both my Heart and Hand likewiſe. | - 
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There ſhall be no need of writing. 
Any Motto on thy Tomb, 

Of my deareft Cloe ſlighting, 
Thee, my deareſt Jewel, whom 

Above all other 1 do admire, © 

For thy faithful Conſtancy, | 

With my loyal hearted' Squire, | 
1 refolye to live and die 5 
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Cup:d's Cruelty; or, The young Lady Grief, wh; 
died for the Love cf a pretty Butcher. 


HERE was a Lady fine and gay, 
Unto the Market took her Way; 
And for ſome Mear ſhe went to buy, 
And on a Butcher caft her Eye. 
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And his Shoes they are as black 


PS . 

She fell in Love with a Butcher ſtrait, 
And on him ſhe'd for ever wait: 

She loved him dear and tenderly, 

And a Butcher's Wife ſhe fam wou'd be. 


She preſemly fell to the Ground, 
Twas for the Butcher ſhe did 1woon: 
But when ſhe came unto herſelf, 

She from the Butcher craved help. 


I cannot help you, Lady gay, 


For I am promis'd another Way; 


Becauſe I have a Sweet-heart by, - 
And I do love her tenderly. 


She has made many Oaths and Vows to me, 
And to have I as well as ſhe; 5 
And the Heavens above will curſe me here. 

If ever T do wrong my Dear. | 


She went Home immediately, 


And fick upon her Bed did lie, 


And all the Words that the did ſay, 
'T'was the Butcher that ſtole her Heart away. 


'The Butcher had a pretty Face, 
And an Eye as black as any Sloe; 
And he has a pretty Head of Hair, 
That there's few him can conipare. 


His Stockings are as White a8 Milk, 


5 Ot as Jet; 
Beſides his Silver Buckles too, © © 


'Twas the Butcher has made my Heart to rue. 
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He has a Steel kinas! by his Side, 
. - Whereon he doth whet his Knife, 3:4: 5308 
And a Silver Handle too, S Hd 
Ws: bas wounded me, what ſhall I 10 


5 ſix Nights Finic as 1 do hear, 
- She to the Butcher did appear: 

And to him the did reply, | 

It was for you that I did die. 5 — 


The Butcher ſeeing a Light therefore, 
Which was more then e'er he ſaw before; 
He being awake immediately, 
He to the Spirit did reply: 


What & you here, * Madam pray, 
Thus for to haunt me! he did ſay, 
Said ſhe, I have two hundred vn in Gola, 
W hich 1 12 Bag you way behold. > 

And 500 65 Hem I will bellow 
Upon the Butcher, ſhe ſaid ſo; | 
For to maintain your Dear and you, 
Ther vfors to her conxinue true. 


r 5 
No ow good Night, © hl 'bid-5ou : adieu, 9: i 
1 never more will trouble a 1 
For now Tam in an innocent Ne. 2 
| Which! will be all true Lovers Fate... 1338 
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